I NT. LA WEEKLY OFFI CE - DAY

The ‘corporate-yet-hip offices of this |ifestyle magazi ne.
Arthur has hi pped-up his wardrobe—kind of. He carries
flowers, wal king behind a Fed-Ex man, past the RECEPTI ONI ST.

RECEPTI ONI ST
...can | help you?

ARTHUR
| got it, thanks!

INT. ED TOR S OFFI CE - DAY

Flowers sit on the desk of the editor, JOEL, who gl ares. He
shakes hi s head.

ARTHUR
...but the Indians are still here, Joel.
They’ ve recapitulated their tribe, living

off the river the way they did before the
white man, fishing, hunting for duck..

HARRI ED EDI TOR
A ve ne a break! Those ducks fly over
from MacArt hur Park.

Art hur paces, noving constantly. The walls are covered with
menor abi | i a: Janmes Dean, Madonna, Leonardo DeCapri o.

ARTHUR
—and frogs, which are native. ‘The Lost
Tri be of FrogTown’, recapitulating...

HARRI ED EDI TOR
—woul d you stop with ‘recapitul ating ?!
| don’t know if you' re patronizing the
| ndi ans or the buns.

The editor reaches down and pulls out a copy of the nagazine:
“The H dden Cat econbs of D sneyl and!”

HARRI ED EDI TOR
—but | do know, your last “investigative
report” nearly got ne fired, you fuck.

ARTHUR
| got you on the evening news. You can’'t
buy that kind of publicity!

Arthur’s still pacing, unwilling to give up. Then, buried
beneath the other posters, he spots sonething pink.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

He stal ks

HARRI ED EDI TOR
Next tinme you sneak in here bring nme a
whol e list of ideas. Maybe...

ARTHUR
Fuck it!

behi nd the desk and yanks off flyers, revealing an

agi ng pink novie poster. It's a Jack Kane flick: Silent Hero:

Spacenan,

a sci-fi sex conedy.

ARTHUR ( CONT’ D)
You want sal eabl e? How about “The
Mysterious Death of Jack Kane.”

HARRI ED EDI TOR
Twenty years ago naybe.

ARTHUR
So no one will sue. *70s kitsch is in.
The man was killed with a “Msterious-
Bl unt - Obj ect ”.

Art sees a crack in the defence. The editor thinks about it.

HARRI ED EDI TOR
|"ve heard that story before..

ARTHUR
Yeah, but | know what the bl unt object
IS. And this tine | can prove it. I'1l
give you a feature.

HARRI ED EDI TOR
It mght be good for a sidebar..

Arthur SNAPS. O nmaybe he just knows how to deal with this

editor. It

The editor

"s inpossible to tell

ARTHUR
Joel, would you bl ow ne?! Wat? You have
a | ate-breaking story on Hol |l ywood
nightlife? Your advertisers control you

Joel. If Sketchers runs a cover ad, you
do a story on ‘The CQultural I|nportance of
the Shoe in South Central.’ 1’ve been to

Conpton, | didn't see any LA Wekly’s
there. But they' re stacked up in Santa
Monica, next to the trendy little
eateries.

raises a hand, silencing Art. He stares at the

novi e poster with increasing interest.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:  (2)

HARRI ED EDI TOR
Li ke you have any norals |eft.

ARTHUR
|"ma witer, | create norals. 1'll bring
an outline for the feature next week.

HARRI ED EDI TOR
No prom ses. But see? Jack Kane. That’s
sal eabl e.

Arthur nods, smling, looking a little dead inside.



